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from the lips of Nancy Stickles, who from the very beginning of
what she called "the Mayor's Ministry" had left her house day
after day, the moment she had got her Harry's breakfast, and
slipped off to Chalice Hill.
The two young neophytes from Athling's office, who had been
nudging each other nervously as they noted how ruffled and dis-
turbed the great man in the big chair seemed to be by what had
just transpired, looked at each other excitedly when they heard
Nancy's voice. "Quite right, Mrs. Stickles!" one of them could
not help crying. "Quite right!" It was these two young men who
when their prophet was dead maintained steadily that he com-
mitted suicide from pure disappointment over the fiasco of this
final discourse. It certainly did seem that the reference to Rex
Arturus, just at the climax of what had been revealed that day,
hit Bloody Johnny some sort of incalculable blow. The inter-
ruption seemed, however, to cause huge delight to his Welsh
audience.
The curiously airy and upward-tilting intonation of the Welsh
accent began to echo through the Rotunda, drowning everything
else. It seemed as if nothing but the inexhaustible complacency
of King Edgar and the two King Edmunds kept the Rotunda
from complete domination by these excited Celts. Geard of Glas-
tonbury surveyed his disturbed flock, like a bewildered shepherd
whose woolly subjects have plunged into a forbidden field. In
vain he stared at the calm lineaments of King Edgar. In vain he
turned his gaze upon the majestic gravity of Edmund Ironsides.
The best he seemed able to do, just then, was to look with a
pitiful and wistful appeal into the intent, grey eyes of Nancy
Stickles. "What ... do ... 701* think . . . Missis," he stam-
mered, "about what our brother has . . ."
It was a supreme moment in the life of Nancy. If the truth
were known, this mystic-minded girl was playing now the historic
role of the devoted disciple who, at an unexpected crisis, sup-
ports the Master's weakness with a faith greater than his own.
Nancy got up upon her feet. All the heads in that circular room
were turned upon her; for all could see that the man in the
carved chair was waiting anxiously for her to speak.
llie Welsh controversy died down; the angry disputants were